The Random Jottings of Donald Jay in Nelson in Pendle Lancashire . 


This story is not about Walton Spire in Nelson it’s about whats under Walton Spire Under 
Walton Spire is a grave stone or a battle stone as it is called under the stone it is said are the 
bodies of the fallen the battle was well over 1000 yeard ago The battle of Brunanburh 937AD 
now today the fallen still walk that hill by day and by night looking for I don’t know what. 
Ghosts ,spirts spectators of a battle long gone 

The small town of Nelson had always been a peaceful place, nestled in the heart of the English 
countryside. But beneath the towering Walton Spire, a darker history lay hidden. 

It was said that beneath the spire lay a grave stone, marking the site of a great battle that had 
taken place over a thousand years ago. The battle of Brunanburh, fought in 937AD, had been a 
fierce struggle for control of the English kingdom, with armies clashing and blood soaking the 
earth. 

Now, long after the battle was fought and the victors had claimed their prize, the spirits of the 
fallen still roamed the hill beneath the spire. Some said they were ghosts, others believed they 
were simply memories of a long-lost era, trapped in the earth like the bones of the warriors 
themselves. 

At night, when the moon was high and the world was still, the sound of ghostly footsteps could 
be heard echoing across the hill. Shadows flickered in the moonlight, and whispers carried on 
the wind. It was said that those who dared to venture too close to the spire at night risked being 
spirited away by the restless spirits of the dead. 

During the day, the hill was quieter, but no less eerie. The sun shone down on the ancient stones, 
casting long shadows across the grass. Birds chirped in the trees, and the sound of distant traffic 
drifted up from the nearby town. But even in the daylight, the hill felt haunted, like the spirits of 
the past were watching from the shadows, waiting to be heard. 

Despite the tales of ghosts and spirits, people still flocked to the spire, drawn by its history and 
its mystery. Some came to pay their respects to the fallen, while others came in search of 
adventure, eager to test their bravery against the unknown. 

But for the most part, the spire remained a quiet, brooding presence on the hill, a reminder of a 
time long gone, and the spirits that still roamed the earth. And beneath the stone, the bodies of 
the fallen lay at rest, waiting for the day when they would rise again, and the battle of 
Brunanburh would begin anew. 


By Donald Jay 


